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W Flower fades; the Birds deject is; 7 


The Sky looks black ; Nature ſeems All in pain. 
Whence then this mighty Change? What's Che deadꝰ.d 
It muſt be ſo. THE. So by the Voice tis ſaid. " 


CAL. Ah, Tyrant Death] What's Beauty to Thine Arms? 
When Thou Thyſelf art dead to Beauty's Charms. 
Bond not wrinkled Face, and tawny Skin, 
With hooked Noſe, and long projeced Chin, 
As well have ſerv'd thy coarſer Appetite, 

As Youth and Beauty, or the faireſt Bait ? 
But Thou, invidious at our Bliſs and Joy, 
Doſt by one Stroke its very Root deſtroy. 

F ow Pole to Pole thy Empire ow extend, 
And muſt exiſt, till Time itfelf ſhall end: 
Such i is thy Power too, ſo abſolute, 715 
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As all 'the Hoſts of Men durſt not diſpute : IF 


Mercy a quid 1857 thou can K Never —  - 
T heſe, never in Thee, never from T bd flow ; 


No ſucc ring Angels round. thy Throne ads 


IAN 43: 
"Tis grim Deſtruction only T hou doſt Vs 


Who mows down All alike, both Prince and Slave, 
Both Young and Old, the F earful and the Prave., 


„ 


What Mortal then t'oppoſe thy Pow'r ſhall dare? 


Since now thy Captive is that Killing Fair, 
By Thee cut off, juſt to Perfection grown, 
Like Flower rudely cropt, when fully blown, 


THE. Cloe was too Divine, too Purify d, 

| N | Long in an Houſe i Clay here to reſide; 

Like Angel 6 on High, ſhort was Her Stay, 
Fit to aſcend to | brighter Beams of Day. 


CAL. Whilſt Che liv'd, there no Pretenders were: 
All did acknowledge Her the SOV' REIGN F AIR: 
Her Title founded on inherent Right, 


| | She juſtly was advane d to Regal Height; ; © 
| And as ſhe juſtly reign'd, the prign'd in caſes 3 
Free from the Fears which Uſurpations raiſe: : | | 
Sweet was Her Reign, and Sweerneſs all Her Art, 


Aud as twas Sweetneſs ſway d, it ſway d the Hea eari. 
No * of Beauty did Ns. need „ 
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Nature) in Beauty made Her All exceed. 55 
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Exact man d Her Body grace, „ 
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And Splendour ever fate 
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Ten thouſand Cupids Play; 4 on ev ry Pact, 
And n wounged each Spectator $ Heart. 
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(4) 
No fragrant Roſe, nor Lilly of the Vale, 
Carnation, Pink, nor Tulip, Prince of All, 
No ſparkling Diamond cou'd with Her compare, 
The brighteſt Star in all our Hemiſphere, 


Ah! deathleſs Beauty | tho' to Daß we give q 
Thine earthly Part, Fhine Image ſtill ſhall Jive. | ] 
O!] cou'd my Pen but all thy Charms diſplay, . 1 

- I'd paint Thee like Thyſelf, as bright as Day: 
Or cou'd my Grief but give Thee Life again, 


Ho wou'd II vent it in Pathetick Strain | 

IId let it range as boundleſs as my Love; 
I'd make my Groans reſound in Spheres above: 
Tears would I ſhed, Tears, that ſhou'd make a Sea; 
Or, as a Cloud, I'd weep myſelf away. 
But ah! alas! to grieve an a; | 
The utmoſt Grief no Ranſome can obtain, 


Lament, ye Youths T ! Your Sum's no more; 3 | | 
The Sun You All ſo Pn did adore : 1 . = 
Her Light, and Heat ſhe Il now 3 diſpenſe; 
No more will chear with 3 kind Influence. . 
She, who cou'd ev'n reanimate the Dead, 


Give Youth to Age, and to the Daring Dread, 
| Cou'd 


( 


Cou'd from what's worſe than Death releaſe the Mind, 


Has now Her Mighty Self to Death reſign d. 


Preſumpt'ous Death! how dar'dſt Thou to invade 


One ſo Angelicl, ſo Divinely made? 


O Grave, my Envy! don't thy coarſer Clay 
With Che's mix, return Her back, I pray: 
Or elſe Thee in this Compact let me tie, 
Let Me be Grave, be Thou for ever I. 


THE. Calophilus, my Friend! You go 6 
Both Grief and Love by Reaſon bounded are, 
You cannot juſtly orieve at Cloes Fate, | 
Who now exults in an exalted State, 
 Methou ght I ſaw Her bove the Clouds aſcend, 
Angels Her Guides, ſent on Her to attend, 
Safe to conduct Her to the Realms of Light, 
Thro' Crowds of env'ous Spirits, black as Night: 


| Where now, no more with Cares and Fears oppreſt, 


Sh* enjoys an undiſturb'd, a perfect Reſt, 
From Evil ſafe, from Danger fix d ſecure. 
Beyond the Limits of Infernal Pow'r: 


C 


Where 
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Where now, arriv'd at Her long-wiſh'd-for Place, 
She darts in tranſport thro' unbounded Space 
Where ſhe ſhines forth in all Her Regal State, 
In Honour High, magnificently Great, 
Think then what Glories ſparkle from Her Eyes ; 
Think how She triumphs in the lofty Skies. 
A Crown of Brightneſs decks Her beauteous Head, 
And Luſtre grand is all around Her ſpread. 

Pardon me then, Good Sir? if I believe 
"Tis at your own, not Cloe's, Loſs you grieve. 
But if it be in truth for Cloe's Sake, 
You exerciſe a Paſſion by Miſtake. 
For, ſince She's now more happy, as you ſee, 
_ Cauſe for Grief ? Let Foy triumphant be. 


But ſince your Love has caus'd you ſo much Pain, 


I'll teach you how to love, and not in vain. 


Cloe, who did not form Herſelf, cou'd have 
Nou ght in Herſelf, but what Her Maker gave: 
Her Beauty was but a reſplendent Ray, 

Iſſuing from the Albright Divinity: 
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For That the Source of Beaute in All, 


— 


Beauty's Eſſence, Beauty's Original. 

If but a Spark of Beauty then cou'd ſo 
Inflame your Soul, what muſt 1 Fullneſs do? 
From Earthly Beauty then direct your Sight 

To Beauty's Fountain, to effulgent Light : 

There fix your Love; there let its Centre be; 
And then your Soul, when from its Body free, 
Wing'd with Sergphic Love, ſhall mount the Sky, 
And to the Object of its Love ſhall fly : 

Where all the Sweets of Love you then ſhall taſte; 
Sweets, that ſhall ever pleaſe, and ever laſt : 


Where dazzling Scenes ſhall open to the Eye, 


And you ſhall live in conſtant Extaſie: 
Where Glory, then unveil' d, You ſhall behold, 
. Truths myſterious readily unfold : 

Where you ſhall Nature's univerſal Frame 


With Wonder view, and prye into the ſame: 
Ae 


Where all its Parts their Secrets ſhall expoſe, 


And Sun, and Stars their Myſteries diſcloſe : 
Where you ſhall clearly ſee, with Eye intenſe, 


The Depths of Wiſdom, Love, and Providence; 
Such Depths, as Human Sight cou'd never reach, 
| Depths, that un cou'd never teach: 


Where 


9 
Wöhere all your Wants ſhall largely be ap d d, 
And all your Wiſhes fully fatisfy'd : 

Where nothing ſhall be preſent to annoy, 


And nothing abſent to compleat your Joy. 80 e LK 
Of perfect Happineſs you'll be poſleſs'd, 
With Angels, and with hes ever bleſs'd. 


CAL. My Thanks to You, good Friend! are juſtly due 4 
I'll mourn no more, but your Advice purſue, 
I ſee my Faults, and I'll correct them too, 
I'll Ive like Cloe, and I'll love like You. 
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